

5 HA KT-SPE Afc E s 

Within be fed, without be rich no more, 

So (halt thou feed on death, that feeds on men. 

And death once dead^her’s no more dying then* 

147 

Y lone is as a fcaner longing 
. For that which longer nurfeth the difeafe. 

Feeding on that which doth prefeme the ill, 
Tlfvncertaine fickFe appetite to.pleafc: 

My rcafon the Phifition to my joue^ 

Angry that his preferiptions are not kept 
Hath left me,and I defnerate now approoue. 

Defire is death,which Phifick did except. 

Paft cure I am/iow Reafon is pafl care, 

And frantick maddc with eucr.moi e vnreft, 

My thoughts and my difeourfe as mad mens are. 

At randon from the truth yaincly expreft. 

For I haue fworne thee faire.and thought thee bright. 
Who art as black as hellos darkc as night. 
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O Me ! what eyes hath Ioue put in my head, 

Which haue no.correfpondence with truefighv 
Or if they hauc,whcre.i$ my ludgment fled. 

That ccnfurcs falfely what they fee aright ? 

Jf that be faire whereon my falfeeyes dote. 

What meanes the world relay it is not fo? 

If it be not, then louc doth well denote, 

Loues eye is not fo true as all mensrno. 

How can it/ O how can foues eye be true. 

That is fo yext with watching and with tearesf 
No maruaile then though I mi flake my view, 

The funne it felfe fees not, till heauen cleeres. 

Ocunmngloue,withtearesthoukeepft meblinde, 
Leaft eyes well feeing thy foule faults (hould finde# 

C Anft thou Ocruell, fay I Iohc thee not, 

Whenl againft u>y felfe with thee pertake : 
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Doc 1 not thinkc on thee when I forgot 
jjfrn of my felfe, all tirant for thy lake? . . 

Who hatetli thee that I doc call my friend. 

On v\*hom froun’ft thou that I doe faune vpo:i s 
Nay ifthou lowrft on me doe 1 not fpend 
Reuenge vpon my felfe with prefent mone? 

What merrit do 1 in my felfe relpcft^ 

That is fo proude thy feru'tce to difpife, 

When all my beft doth worfhip thy defecly 
Commanded by the motion of thine eyes. . 

But louehate on for now I know thy minde, 

Thofe that can fee thou lou’flymd I am blind. 
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O H from what powre haft thou this pow refull might, 
With inefficiency my heart to fway. 

To make me giue the lie to my true fight; 

And fAcrc that b'rightncffe doth not grace the day? 
Whence haft thou this frecommirg of things il, 

That in the very refufe ofthy deeds. 

There is fuch ftrength and warrantee of skill. 

That in my minde thy worft all beft exceeds? ' 

Who taught thee ho w to make me loue thee more,' 

The more I heare and feeiuft eaufc of hate* ■ 

Oh though I loue what others doe abhor, 
VVithothersthou fhouldft notabhormy ft ate. 

If thy vnworthinefle raifd loue irt me, 

More worthy I tobebelou ; d of thee. 
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L Oue is too young to know what confcience is, 

Yet whokhowes not confcience is borne ofloue. 
Then gentle cheater vrge not my amiffc, 

Leaft guilty of my fault s thy fwcet felfe proue, 

Fbrthou betraying me, I doe betray 
My nobler part to my erofe bodies treafon. 

My foule doth tell my body that he may, 

Triumphmiouejfkm ftaics uofanhcrreaibfl? 
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